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^rom Greece came an impulse that died down
mly to revive, and that went on for centuries.
From Italy came a re-inspiration that affected
Chaucer, touched the Elizabethans, and helped
:o furnish Shelley with his vision of nature
transcendent, fulfilled with southern light and
sunshine. From Provence, again, came irre-
sistible romance and lyric melody. And now,
perhaps, it may prove to be the vision of India
from which we are to get a fresher sense of
nature and life and that correspondence of
earth and heaven whose perception inspires
the poet's ecstasy :
Let all the strains of joy mingle in my last song. The joy
that makes the earth flow over in the riotous excess of the
grass, the joy that sets the twin-brothers, life and death,
dancing over the wide world, the joy that sweeps in with the
tempest, shaking and waking all life with laughter, the joy
that sits still with its tears on the open red lotus of pain, and
the joy that throws everything it has upon the dust, and knows
not a word.
This is the lyric counterpart of the pages
in Sadhana that expound the gospel of the
flower, the messenger whose form and fragrance
declare that " from the everlasting joy all things
have their birth." And in the innocence of
beauty, which is transparent to the light of the